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A Night with Hie Gods” 
JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY AND" DOUGLASS. SHERLEY 
X = JE Hoosier ж —— иа Заг тах 
: Poet. Author 
IN READINGS FROM THEIR OWN WORKS. 
ن0‎ ч 
JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY, 
RE | 
Your trail runs to the Westward, 


And mine to my own place; 
There is water between our lodges, 
And I have not seen your face. 


But since І have read your verses 
"Tis easy to guess the rest, 
Because in the hearts of the children, 
There is neither East nor West. 


Born to a thousand fortunes 
; Of good or evil hap, 
Once they were kings together, 
Threnced in a mother's lap. 
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Surely they know that secret, 
Yellow, and black, and white, 

When they meet as kings together 
In innocent dreams at night— 


3⁄4 мы «зу 


With a moon they all can play with, 
Grubby, and grimed, and unshod, 
Very happy together, 
And very near to God. 
—Rudyard Kipling We 
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JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY — 


+. °‘. *. The sweet singer, who with his magic lyre has touched the hearts of countless thousands; whose 
words and works are known and loved wherever the English language is spoken; whose lines are limned 
with laughter and pathos; who personates his own creations, so that we see them before us in flesh and 
blood; the Burns of America; the poet in the plentitude of his powers. 


DOUGLASS SHERLEY 


. `. The polished romancer of the South, who has flashed a search light into new fields, and repro- 
duced the results in colors that charm; whose wit is as infectious as a summer day; whose versatility 
combined with that of Mr. Riley completes the most enjoyable entertainment known to the lyceum | 
or the stage. : I 


James Whitcomb Riley. 
eo 


James Whitcomb Riley is our national poet. w there is a greater demand for Riley’s poems than 
Не has sung the songs of our life as no one else ,. for those of any other poet, living or dead. 
has done, and is safely enshrined for all time in | 


— 


But great as has been the demand for Mr. 
the love of his fellow men. He has written from 7 Riley's works, the desire to see and hear the poet 
the heart to the heart, and the applause which in his homely impersonations, has been greater. 
has met his efforts testifies with what great suc- А more successful tour than his last, which ex- 
севв. А new volume from his pen is seized with j tended from ocean to ocean, has not been re- 
eagerness, and tens of thousands of copies dis- corded. East, West, North, South, everywhere 

{ appear іп а few days. His melodies аге а part the people want Riley. His programs, always 
4 of our life. new, present such a variety, such a range of dra- 
/ Не has published in all seven volumes, which matic action, that an evening with him is an event 


have run through a number of editions both in + in the life of every person who hears him. 
America and England. Book dealers say that , 


| . ° + Them Flowers . +. 


From his new book of poems, ' Green Fields and Running Brooks.” 


Take a feller 'at's sick and laid up on the shelf, 
All shaky, and ga’nted, and pere— 
Jes’ all so knocked out he can’t handle hisself 
With a stiff upper lip any more; 
Shet him up all alone in the gloom of a room 
As dark as the tomb, and as grim, 
And then take and send him some roses in bloom, 
And you can have fun out o’ him ! 
You've ketched him оге now--when his liver was sounu 
And his appetite notched like a saw— 
A-mockin' you maybe ter romancin’ round - “ 
With a big posey bunch in yer paw ; 
But you ketch him, say, when his health is away, 
And he's flat on his back in distress, 
Апа Zher you kin trot out yer little bokay 
And not be insulted, I guess! 
You see, it's like this, what his weaknesses— 
Them flowers make him think of the days 
Of his innocent youth, and that mother o? his, 
! And the roses that ske us't to raise ;— 
| So here, all alone with the roses you send— 
| Bein' sick and all trimbly and faint— 
My eyes is—my eyes is—my eyes is—old friend— 
| Is a-leakin’—I’m blamed ef they ain't ! 


Douglass Sberleg. 


Douglass Sherley needs no introduction to | are both the admiration and the envy of his 

the students of the best American literature. | friends. Не tells мі" fetching unction, his own 

Critics have compared his work to the prose writ- father's estimate of that famous versatility. 

ings of Edgar Allen Poe. His pen has an ex- « Why,” said the amiable father, “if Moody and 

quisite touch that challenges admiration. While Sankey were to come to Louisville, and the one 
somewhat new to the platform, he is a perfect who did the praying or the one who did the sing. 

reader and his public appearances have been de ing were to drop dead with apoplexy on the 
in the nature of ovations. A great traveler and | platform, Douglass would take right hold where ` 
student, he is equally at home in the drawing- the deceased left off and finish up the service; | 

| room and on the platform. Mr. Sherley serves and next week, if Dan Rice should come along 

| as an excellent foil for Riley, and to hear him is with his trick mules, and one of them should 
to be charmed. break the neck of the trained rider, Douglass ` 

At his Southern home he is a favorite whose .. would lay hold raw-handed and ride the mule, of 


perpetual good humor and vivacious versatility | get his neck cracked, also!” 
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| has prevailed. 


“АП have spoken or written in their praise. 


o The Birmingham 4A ge- Herald says: 


' Care cast anchor in the harbor of a dream last night, in 
_ So fur as concerned the hundreds of intelligent persons who 
gathered at O’Brien’s to greet James Whitcomb Riley and 
| Douglass Sherley. The audience was thoroughly apprecia- 
tive and perfectly responsive, and so was brought out that 
which was best in those two delightfully charming men 
upon whom fell the loving task of entertainment. 
Riley—one loves him too well to apply hideous “Mister” 
to him. “Mister” would be almost a profanation if applied 
to this sunny-souled genius, who tells truth with a clearer 
perception of its moral quality than any other singer who 
sings in our tongue to-day. How delightful that man was 
last night! How unconsciously graceful—how gracefully 
unconscious of his own inimitable charm! Не talked his 
Iv own talk to us, and we all of us felt that it was ours. He 
spoke his own songs and told his own droll stories, and they 
were our songs and our stories. And he enjoyed himself, 
and thereby he added to our enjoyment. Absolutely un- 
! affected, his genial soul looked through his genial face and 
по frown nor sneer nor hint of unrest rested there. His 
every movement was grace, his every syllable was music of 
the diviner quality. When he assumed the attitude of the 
school boy with that exquisite bear story to tell, he did it 


ites. He made those who looked and listened feel, апа 

they made him feel. It was genius speaking to intelligence, 

and the sign-language was that of the higher life. He stirred 

| — tie tear, but laughici stayed #; he reached the heart, but the 

brain asserted its mastery with a lover’s tendersway. He 

played with a magician’s irresistible skill upon those who 

listened. He swayed them like the wind sways grain that is 

à ripening. He felt his own power and we felt, and in the 

| moment of greatest enjoyment we felt (һе man's instinctive 

honesty and his wonderful power. Strange power that for 

any man to have; a power that most of us seldom face and 
never fully comprehend. 


is impossible to present here but a few extracts. 


with a touch that nature gives to but such аз are her favor- | 


de ight by thousands in the few privileged cities where they have appeared jointly. The greatest enthusiasm 


All have said well. 


All are flattering in the extreme. 


Men and women have been swayed by these twin spirits of genius, from laughter to tears. 


We can reproduce but little. 


It was a night with the gods. That “ОМ Sweetheart ”” 
was ours; that baby in the cradle; that stream of water so 
clear ; that lover ; that bear ; the mother, the young brother, 
and sister, too; and that red rose which Douglass Sherley 
wore upon the Nevsky Prospekt. The world outside we 
forgot, laughing and wondering the while that we could be 
so far taken away from our common every day humdrum 
selves. 

Douglass Sherley should accept at its full value the re- 
markable applause which was given him last night. This 
applause was genuine, for audiences like that do not feel 
called upon to cheer out of courtesy. Critical audiences 
never so applaud, and a more intelligent one than that ot 
last night never assembled in Birmingham. 


Mr. Sherley is a polished man of the world, a gentleman 
by birth and training, and a scholar, and lover of that which 
is good in the arts in general and that special art which we 
term literature. Не has no need to seek favor at the hands 
of a public which does not always know how to appreciate ; 
but assuredly he must begin to realize that the public in this 
instance does know and does appreciate. Last night he 
stood in the light of a man who has no peer. It is the white 
light of a genius of marvelous light; but it showed Mr. 
Sherley as a full man of great power. He does not need 
praise, this favored son of fortune and favored clime, but he 
is a man of the world and can appreciate truth, The ap- 
plause given to him was no less spontaneous and therefore 
no less honest than that given to his famous friend, and it 
was barely less in volume and force. Higher praise than 
this one could not give the loved and lovable Kentuckian. 
Less than this, one could not in common honesty say, 
Douglass Sherley is himself a genius, and no man is readier 
to acknowledge it than generous, honest James Whitcomb 
Riley.” 


In different phrases 


critics and admirers have told the same story of immense audiences, unbounded enthusiasm, and artistic 


triumphs. For a parallel record the reader will search in vain. Riley is the poet of every-day life, the poet of 


» imagination, and the poet of dreams; Sherley, the genius who has shown the world the beauty of poetic prose. 


“Anything that tends to elevate the human mind and 
awaken the soul to the beauties of the world should be en- 
couraged. The entertainment given last evening atthe opera 
И by James Whitcomb Riley and Douglass Sherley is of 

hat character. Mr. Riley, fired by the genius of poesy, has 
given to the world the sweetest of songs that stir the soul 
and play upon the heart strings. Не is indeed a very child 
f nature, and out;of that vast garden culls the most beauti- 
ful thoughts and shapes them into bouquets of magnificent 
blendor. Mr. Sherley is also а genius, and bids fair to 
aken the world to the grandeur and beauty of poetic prose. 
attanooga has had many creditable entertainments, but 


596%- 


we сап truthfully say there has been nothing presented up- 
on the boards that can reach the superb entertainment of 
last evening. 

Let Riley and Sherley come again. They have won the 
hearts of Chattanooga's best people, and they will always 
meet with а warm welcome.” — Chattanooga News. 


‘James Whitcomb Riley is an actor as well as a poet, and 
a most versatile actor at that. His voice is melodious, 
and never monotonous. Не was recalled again and again, 
and was liberal with his encores.’’— Portland Oregonion. 


““DeGive's opera house was crowded to the doors last 
night by a fashionable and cultured audience to hear Mr. 
James Whitcomb Riley and Mr. Douglass Sherley. 

Mr. Riley ever grows more charming, and Atlanta was 
anxious to hear the gifted Mr. Sherley, whose graceful writ- 
ings long ago made his name familiar. 

The Hoosier poet recited some of his delightful dialect 
pieces and the applause was hearty. In naturalness nothing 
surpasses his children's stories. They are perfect studies of 
the little folks, but of life-like coloring. Не draws these 
with the artistic touch that Meissonier gave his miniatures. 
The bear story, and Orphint Annie are indelible impressions 
after hearing them from Mr. Riley. 

Mr. Sherley is a literary genius from Louisville. 
marked versatility and his part of the entertainment was an 
ovation. There is an originality about his prose sketches 
which is charmingly refreshing. One selection which he 
read, “The Brickyard Master and his Fiddle,” has a fanciful 
turn in the theme, a weird conceit which Poe never excelled. 


The pathos of it is deeply touching and the tragic ending | 


gives a climax which preserves the unity of the tale. Then 
there is a Russian sketch, “Vassa,” tragic, too, the plot 
moving vigorously, and at the same time with perfect 
smoothness, as the drosky flies swiftly over the glistening 
snow. Youseethe land of the white czar which the un- 
traveled have learned through Tolstoi. It was thrilling in 
interest and read with strong effect. 

In the lighter vein Mr. Sherley gave “Тһе Buzz Saw 
Girl," one from his collection entitled “The Inner Sister- 
hood.” This is a deliciously droll bit and that itis from Ше 
the bubbling laughter attested. Mr. Sherley made a pro- 
nounced hit. As a whole, the entertainment was thoroughly 
artistic and enjoyable. Both gentlemen were recalled after 
each number.’ — Allanta Constitution. 


“James Whitcomb Riley, the favorite “ Hoosier Poet,” 
received an ovation last night that will form a permanent 
bright spot in his memory, if he is like ordinary mortals. It 
will also make about 3,000 bright spots in the memories of 
the great audience that greeted him at the Auditorium.” 
—Detroit Tribune. 


He has | 
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| making them the better for living. 


| preservative. 


hero po evening eso one of the жаы and most cultivat 
ed audiences that has ever assembled in Atlanta.@ ТЕ 
program was a delightful one, varied according to the vi 
satile talents of both gentlemen, and presenting the dire 
contrasts in the selections chosen by each. Few litera 
entertainments ever given here have afforded such complet e 
and memorable enjoyment as this one." — Atlanta Journal, | 


“ Poet Riley left an impression on the audience that time | 
will experience difficulty in effacing, in fact, it is safe to 
predict that the difficulty will get the better of the time. His 
sweet touches of nature reached every heart in the vast ` 
audience, and every heart responded, paying a deserved 
tribute to the rare genius and delightful personality of that 
delightful man. Like sunbeams his wit and wisdom dropped 
from his lips and seemed to enter the soul of his auditors. 
“God bless that тап," 
you could hear the sweet girls saying, and the blessing was 

[ 
re-echoed in the hearts of their escorts. Mr. Sherley occu- 
pies a very prominent position in the social and literary 
functions of Louisville, and most successfully dispels the 
illusion that all society men have sense only in their heels." 
—Chattanooga Times. 


“ His unwritten story, called “ Perhaps ” was then given 
with an elegance and charm that were irresistible, The 
story should not be allowed to remain ‘‘unwritten’’ forever, 
When Mr. Sherley tires of repeating it—his audiences, by 
the way, never will—he should then commit it to the art 
Its rich and graceful style, the clear plot and 
clever word picturing have marked the author as one en- 
titled to high literary rank. Тһе story is one of society, 


| original in its conception as it is refreshing іп its picturing 
| of the man and woman who find love for each other in a very 


unconventional way." — Zzdiauafolis Journal. 


“ Indeed James Whitcomb Riley alone would be a gre: 
programme, and with Mr. Douglass Sherley's original reac 
ings, the result was one of the most enjoyable evenings 
possible.”’—-Nashville American. 
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LIVING PICTURES 


Illustrating 


Poems by Our Hoosier Poet 


JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY 


Ко.1 Reading, “That Old Sweet- 
heart of Mine.” 


No. 2 The Raggedy Man 
Music: “Тһе Old Oaken Bucket.” 


O THE RAGGEDY МАХ! He works 
Тег“ Рах 


Ап” he's the goodest man ever you 
saw! 

He comes to our house every day, 

Ап” waters the horses, ап” feeds "ет 
hay; 

An’ he opens the shed—an’ all ist 
laugh 

When he drives out our little old wob- 
ble-ly calf; 

An’ nen—ef our hired girl says he 
can— 

He milks the cow fer 'Lizabuth Ann.— 

Aint he a’ awful good Raggedy Man? 

Raggedy! Raggedy! Raggedy! Man! 


W’y, The Raggedy Man—he’s ist so 
good 


He splits the kindlin’ an’ chops the 
wood; 


An’ nen he spades in our garden, too, 


An’ does most things ’at boys can’t 
do 1— 


Не clumbed clean up in our big tree 

Ап" shooked а” apple down fer me— 

An’ nother’n’, too, fer 'Lizabuth Ann— 

Ап" nother’n’, too, fer The Raggedy 
Man— . ` 

Aint he а" awful kind Raggedy Man? 

Raggedy! Raggedy! Rageddy Man! 


An’ The Raggedy Man, he knows most 
rhymes 


An’ tells ’em, ef 1 be good, sometimes: 


Knows "bout Giunts, an’ Griffuns, an’ 
Elves, 


Ап" the Squidgicum-Squees ’at swal- 
lers therselves! 


An’, wite by the pump in our pasture- 
lot, 

Пе showed me the hole ’at the Wunks 
is got, 

"At lives "way deep in the ground, an’ 
can 

Turn into me, er 'Lizabuth Ann! 

Aint he a funny old Raggedy Man? 

Raggedy! Ragedy! Raggedy Man! 


The Raggedy Man—one time when he 


Wuz makin’ a little bow-'n'-orry fer 
me, 


Says “When you're big like your Pa, is, 
Air you go’ to keep a fine store like 
his— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Ап? be а rich merchunt—an’ wear fine 
clothes ?— 


Er what air you go' to be, goodness 
knows!” 

An’ nen he laughed at 'Lizabuth Ann, 

An I says "'M go' to be a Raggedy 
Man !— 

I’m ist go’ to be a nice Raggedy Man!” 

Raggedy! Raggedy! Raggedy Man! 


No. 3 Little Orphant Annie 


Music: “Anitra's Dance,” Greig 


LITTLE Orphant Annie’s come to our 
house to stay, 

An’ wash the cups an’ saucers up, an’ 
brush the crumbs away, 

An’ shoo the chickens off the porch, 
an’ dust the hearth, an’ sweep, 

An’ make the fire, an’ bake the bread, 
an’ earn her board-an'-keep; 

An’ all us other children, when the 
supper things is done, 

We set around the kitchen fire an’ has 
the mostest fun 

A-list’nin’ to the witch’tales ’at Annie 
tells about, 

An’ the Gobble-uns 'at gits you 

Ef you Don't- Watch-Out! 


Ап" little Orphant Annie says when the 
blaze is blue, 


An’ the lamp-wick sputters, an’ the 
wind goes woo-oo! 

An’ you hear the crickets quit, an’ the 
moon is gray, 


An’ the lightnin’-bugs іп dew is all 
squenched away,— га! 


You better mind yer parents, an' yer 
teachers fond ап” dear, 


Ап" churish them ‘at loves you, an’ dry ` 
the orphant's tear, 


Ап” he'p the pore ап” needy ones 'at 
clusters all about 


Er the Gobble-uns'll get you 
Ef you Don't- Watch-Out! 


No. 4 Them Wuz the Best Times 
Ever Wuz 


Music: “Тһе Dearest Spot is Home." 


When Old Folks they wuz young like 
118 

An’ little as you:an' me,— 

Them wuz the best times ever wuz 


Er ever goin’ to bel 


No. 5 When We First Played Show 
Music: Drum 


Wasn't it a good time, 
Long Time Ago— 
When we all were little tads 
And first played “Show” !— 
When every newer day 
Wore as bright a glow 
As the ones we laughed away— 
Long Time Ago! 


Calf was in the back-lot ; 
Clover in the red; 
Bluebird in the pear-tree; 
Pigeons on the shed; 
Tom a-chargin’ twenty pins 
At the barn; and Dan 
Spraddied out just like “The 
’Injarubber’ —Man!” 


Me and Bub and Rusty, 
Eck and Dunk and Sid, 
"Tumblin' on the sawdust 
Like the Arabs did; 
Jamesy on the slack-rope 
In a wild retreat, 
Grappling back, to start again— 
When he chalked his feet! 
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Wasn't Eck a wonder, 
In his stocking-tights? 

Wasn’t Dunk—his leaping lion— 
Chief of all delights?, 

Yes, and wasn't “Little Mack” 
Boss of all the Show,— 

Both Old Clown and Candy-Butcher— 

Long Time Ago! 


And NOW—who will tell me,— 
Where are they all? 

Dunk's a sanatorium doctor, 
Up at waterfall; 

Sid's а city street-contractor ; 
Tom has fifty clerks; ; 

and Jamesy he’s “һе. “Ітоп Magnate” 

Of “Тһе Hecla Works.” 


And Bub's old and bald now, 
Yet still he hangs on,— 
Dan and Eck and “Little Mack,” 

Long, long gone! 
But wasn’t it a good time, 

Long Time Ago! 
When we all were little tads 
And first played “Show”! 


Мо.6 А Gustatory Achievement 
Music: “Home Again.” 


Last Thanksgivin’-dinner we 

Et at Granny’s house, an’ she 
Had-ist ike she aluz does— 
Most an’ best pies ever wuz 
Canned blackburry-pie an’ goose- 
Burry, squshin’-ful o' juice; 

An’ rozburry —yes, an’ plum— 
Yes, an’ churry-pie—um-yum ! 
Peach an’ punkin, too, you het. 
Lawzy! I kin taste ’em yet! 
Yes, an’ custard-pie, an’ mince! 


An’-I-ain’t-et-no-pie-since ! 


No. 7 When the Frost Is On the 
Punkin 


Music: "Good-Bye to Summer.” 


When the frost is onthe punkin and the 
fodder’s in the shock, 

And you hear the kyouck and gobble of 
the struttin’ turkey-cock, 

And the clackin’ of the guineys, and the 
cluckin’ of the hens, 

And the rooster’s hallylooyer as he tip- 

toes on the fence; 


O, it's then 5 the times a feller is a-feel- 
іп” at his best, 

With the risin’ sun to greet him from a 
night of peaceful rest, 


As he leaves the house, bare-headed, 
and goes out to feed the stock, 


When the frost is on the punkin and the 
fodder’s in the shock, 


ж ж ж 


Мо.8 Тһе Old Tramp 
Music: “Just a Word of Sympathy.” 


А OLD Tramp slep, in our stable 
wunst, 
Ап" Тһе Raggedy Man he caught 
An” roust him up, ап” chased him off 
Clear out through our back lot! 
An’ th’ Old Tramp hollered back an’ 
said,— 


"You're a purty man!—You аїг!— 
With a pair О” eyes like two fried 
eggs, 
An” a nose like a Bartlutt pear!” 


No. 9 Out to Old Aunt Mary's 
Music: “Peer Gynt Suite” (The Morning.) 


WASN'T it pleasant, O brother mine, 


In those old days of the lost sun- 
shine 


Of youth—when the Saturday's chores 
were through, 


And the “Sunday's wood” in the 
kitchen, too, 


And we went visiting, “me and you,” 
Out to Old Aunt Mary’s?— 


“Me and you”—And the morning fair, 
With the dewdrops twinkling every- 
where; 
The scent of the cherry-blossoms 
blown 
After us, in the roadway lone, 


Our  capering shadows onward 
thrown— 


Out to old Aunt Mary’s! 


It all comes back so clear to-day! 
Though I am as bald as you are gray,-- 


Out by the barn-lot, and down the 
lane, 


We patter along in the dust again, 


As light as the tips of the drops of the 
rain 


Out to Old Aunt Mary’s. 


We cross the pasture, and through the 
wood 

Where the old gray snag of the pop- 
lar stood, 

Where the hammering “red-heads” 
hopped awry, 

And the buzzard “raised” in the “clear- 
ing” sky 

And lolled and circled, as we went by 

Out to Old Aunt Mary’s. 


The jelly—the jam and the marmalade, 
And the cherry-and quince-“preserves” 


she made! 

And the sweet-sour pickles of peach 
and pear, 

With cinnamon іп "етш, and all 
things rare!— ` 

And the more we ate was the more 
to spare, 


Ont to old Aunt Mary's! 


For O my brother, so far away, 

This is to tell you she waits today 

To welcome us:—Aunt Mary fell 

Asleep this morning, whispering, 
“Tell 

The boys to come!” And all is well 

Out to Old Aunt Mary’s. 


No. 10 Down Around the River 
Music: “On the Banks of the Wabash.” 

Noon-time an’ June-time, down around 
the river! 

Have to furse with 'Lizey Ann—but 
lauzy! I forgive her! 

Drives me off the place, an’ says ’at all 
‘at she’s a-wish—in’, 

Land о” gracious! time 71 come ТИ! get 
enough о” fishin’! 

Little Dave, a choppin’ wood, never 
‘pears to notice; 

. Don’t know where she’s hid his hat, 
er keerin’ where his coat is,— 

Specalatin’, more’n like, he hain’t a- 
goin’ to mind me, 

Ап" guessin' where, say twelve o'clock, 

a feller 'd likely find me! 


Somebody hollerin'—way around the 
bend іп 

Upper Fork—where yer eye kin jes' 
ketch the endin' 

Of the shiney wedge o' wake some 
mussrat's a-makin' 

With that pesky nose о” his! Then a 
sniff o' bacon, 

Cornbred an' clock-greens—an' little 
Dave a-shinnin' 

'Crost the rocks ап” mussel-shells, а 
a-limpin' ап” a-grinnin, 

With yer dinner fer ye, an' a blessin' 
from the giver. 

Noon-time an June-time, down around 

the river! 


— 
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CentennialRileyProgram 


Grand Opera House, Oct. 19, 1916 


sSHayñelds and Butters ag nu Theresa Del Riego 
“Cuckoo Clocks... RO DP occi me шш ы Grant-Schaefer 
Mrs. Edna Cogswell Otis 
Piano Solo... ......... Concert Paraphrase on Opera “Euguine” 
Miss Eugenia DeCoursey Hubbard 
“Melisand soft the! Woods, двои S utero cues soil Goetz 
“Pleading r Manera iom ae dS oo EE Elgar 
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Like Riley, bear acquaintance, the longer you know them 
the better you like them. 
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Bobbs-Merrill Company for the use of copyright material: 
“Lockerbie Street” and “Little Orphant Annie” from After- 
whiles, copyright 1887 and 1924; “Тһе Old Swimmin’-Hole” 
from The Old Swimmin’-Hole and ’Leven More Poems, copy- 
right 1883 and 1910; “Doc Sifers,” copyright 1912; “The 
Keeper of Lockerbie Gate” from The Kid Has Gone to the 
Colors, by William Herschell, copyright 1917. 

The Poet's bookplate shown on the front cover is one quarter 
size of the original. 


James Whitcomb Riley 
By Julian W etzel 


18 WHITCOMB RILEY was born October 7, 1849, in 
the charming little county seat of Greenfield, Indiana. 
The poet was sensitive about the date of his birth and 
“Who's Who,” encyclopedias, and publishers' biogra- 
phies give dates ranging from 1848 to 1854. Eighreen 
forty-nine is the date given by Marcus Dickey, Mr. 
Riley's secretary for many years, in his intimate two- 
volume life of the master. His parents were Reuben А. 
Riley, lawyer, orator, intellectual pioneer, cavalry cap- 
tain in the civil war, and Elizabeth Marine Riley, a 
calm, sweet tempered, typical rural woman of the times. 


The boy's early education was obtained in the Green- 
field public schools, one of his teachers being the sym- 
pathetic, understanding poet, Lee O. Harris. Arithmetic 
and other abstract subjects were distasteful to him and 
he freely admits in autobiographic sketches that he was 
a poor student. He early developed marked talent for 
things artistic—music, drawing, acting, and poetry. Не 
played various musical instruments acceptably; was a 
member of a brass band; sang pleasingly, sometimes his 
own verses; had parts in entertainments of the Adel- 
phian Society and for two summers roamed over Indi- 
ana with a merry crew of sign painters calling them- 
selves The Graphics; but always writing poetry, reading 
poetry, dreaming, and studying the characteristic rural 
people of the period. 


At a very early age he began to contribute poems to 
his home papers and those in nearby small cities, many 
of which were printed to his great delight. His first 
check was from “Hearth and Home,” a magazine of 
the day, and, emboldened, he sent samples of his verse 
to Henry Wadsworth Longfellow for criticism. The 
great poet wrote kindly and encouragingly to the boy 
and soon afterward he became a regular feature writer 
on the Anderson Democrat. Then followed some pro- 
lific production ending in the Leonainie hoax, which 


shook the literary world—and, incidentally, cost the 
young man his position. 

At this disconsolate period of his life Judge E. B. 
Martindale, editor and proprietor of the Indianapolis 
Journal, called him to service on that paper's staff. This 
was the turning point in his career. Under the encour- 
agement of George C. Hitt, business manager, most of 
the masterpieces were produced in the few years follow- 
ing this connection and Mr. Hitt was instrumental in 
publishing (1883) at private expense a little pamphlet 
edition of “Тһе Old Swimmin'-Hole and 'Leven More 
Poems.” It met with instantaneous success. The Bowen- 
Merrill Company, now the Bobbs-Merrill Company, 
became the publishers of his works—and his reputation 
was made. 


Always an actor and perfect impersonator, he became 
a reader of his own poems with great success, sharing 
platforms with Mark Twain, Robert J. Burdette, George 
W. Cable and others, besides touring the nation with 
the inimitable humorist, Bill Nye. He made his initial 
appearance in New York at Chickering Hall in 1887 
when he was flatteringly introduced by James Russell 
Lowell. In 1889 “Old Fashioned Roses" was published 
in England and the poet's international reputation was 
established. Honors followed fast. Yale University con- 
ferred upon him the degree of Master of Arts in 1902; 
$. Wabash and the University of Pennsyl- 
AA vania made him a Doctor of Letters; 
А Indiana University honored him with 
А LL.D. Не was а member of the Academy 
of Arts and Letters and was awarded a 
gold medal for poetry in 1912. School 
children of the nation observe his birth- 
day anniversary with song and celebra- 

tion—and his fame increases. 
The beloved poet passed away, calmly 


The Home in Greenfield 


RE was born in a tiny little house which stood in a 
shady side street in the town of Greenfield, twenty 
miles east of Indianapolis. But Captain Reuben Riley, 
while the poet was a very small boy, built this some- 
what pretentious house on the main street of the town, 
which is the old National Road constructed by the 
Federal government nearly one hundred years ago. 
Here the poet spent his boyhood and early manhood. 
It was in this house that Little Orphant Annie “shooed 
the chickens off the porch" and did other chores to earn 
her "board-an'-keep." This “porch” has been altered by 
the addition of weatherboarding, windows and doors and 
now is transformed into a cozy 
room, but, in imagination, one 
is present with the children as 
she tells them in tones of hor- 
ror about "the Gobble-uns "at 
gits you ef you don't watch 
out." The house is in a fine 
state of preservation; is occu- 


к and peacefully, from recurrent strokes of 
СУУ ХОЛЫН paralysis, ас his Lockerbie Street home, 


pied by relatives of Riley, andl 
School Children. July 22, 1916. 


is open to the public. 


The Old Swimmin’-Hole 


OP! the old swimmin'-hole! In the happy days of yore, 

When I ust to lean above it on the old sickamore, 
Ob! it showed me a face in its warm sunny tide 
That gazed back at me so gay and glorified. 


Ë THE above photograph of the Old Swimmin’-Hole 
іп Brandywine creek near Greenfield the poet is seen 
reclining on the grassy bank with old cronies of the 
past—all visiting the scenes of their childhood. The 
poem first appeared in the Indianapolis Journal, June 
17, 1882, under the pen name, Benjamin F. Johnson, 
of Boone. Later it was printed in a small pamphlet 
entitled “The Old Swimmin’-Hole and 'Leven More 
Poems” under the encouragement of George C. Hitt, 
then business manager of the Journal. Copies of this 
little “first edition" аге now almost priceless. 


Little Orphant Annie 


Little Orphant Annie’s come to our house to stay, 
An’ wash the cups an’ saucers up, an’ brush the crumbs 


away, 

An’ shoo the chickens off the porch, an’ dust the hearth, 
an’ sweep, 

An’ make the fire, an’ bake the bread, an’ earn her 
board-an'-keep. 


“TITTLE ORPHANT ANNIE” was а real personage. She 
lived to а ripe old age near the scenes which immor- 
talized her and only recently passed to her Great Re- 
ward. During the ceremonies attendant upon the dedi- 
cation of the James Whitcomb Riley Memorial Hos- 
pital for Children, on the poet's birthday anniversary 
October 7, 1924, she was present and participated as 
the central figure with a multitude of children in front 
of the home in Lockerbie Street, 


Бос Sifers 


DULL times, Doc jes mianders round, in that old rig 


2 
| Апа Бат? no tellin’ where he’s bound пет guessin” 
| wbere Ве is; 
He'll drive, they tell, jes thataway fer maybe six er eight 
Days at a stretch; and neighbors say he’s bin clean 
round the State. 


d poe illustration is from a photograph of the paint- 
ing of Doc Sifers by Will Vawter, the Hoosier 
artist who illustrated many of Riley's earlier works. 
It is the artist's quaint conception of Doc as he "jes 
mianders round, in that old rig o' his." 


* 


A у сес ETI 
The Keeper of Lockerbie Gate 
М“ Rırey and William Herschell, famous Indiana 
poet, author of “Long Boy” and “The Kid Has 
Gone to the Colors,” were waiting for the children to 
arrive who were to participate in the moving picture 
made in front of the Lockerbie Street home in connec- 
tion with the centennial celebration (1916) of Indiana's 
admission into the Union. A little Italian boy, not of 
the party, volunteered to open and close the gate. Mr. 
Riley called his friend's attention to the lad and Mr. 
Herschell wrote The Keeper of Lockerbie Gate. 
He was just a wee wandering alien, 
With all of bis cares іп retreat, 
Трае paused at the gate ој The Poet, 
Fame's dweller in Lockerbie Street. 


The Lockerbie Street Home 


O ту Lockerbie Street! You are fair to be seen— 

Be it noon of tbe day, or tbe rare and serene 
Afternoon of the nigbt—you are one to my heart, 
And I love you above all the phrases of art, 

For no language could frame and no lips could repeat 
Му rhyme-haunted raptures of Lockerbie Street. 


ames WHITCOMB RILEY was never married. While he 
] had near relatives in Indianapolis, he preferred bach- 
elor quarters in the home of friends in the house here 
shown. The home has been purchased by the James 
Whitcomb Riley Memorial Association and plans are 
developing for beautifying and preserving the site as a 
shrine to the poet's memory. The house is open to the 
public. 


James Whitcomb Riley 


¡NOIA NA POLIS 


The Poet's Handwriting 


Bits of poor penmanship some of Riley’s very 
early poems were copied by his brother before sub- 
mitting them for publication, but studious care and, 
perhaps, even the care-free sign painting days developed 
in him a style of chirography almost like copper plate 
in its beauty, simplicity and legibility. 

The above letter was written to his friends, Mr. and 
Mrs. Perry Rule, January 8, 1908, congratulating them 
upon the birth of triplets whom they named James, 


Whitcomb, and Riley Rule. 


Scene from the moving picture of the poet, surrounded 
by children, made in front of the Lockerbie Street 
home in 1916 as a feature in connection with the com- 
memoration of the one hundredth anniversary of the 
admission of Indiana into the Union. 


Mr. Riley and the Flon. Samuel M. Ralston, Governor 
of Indiana, later United States Senator, as they ap- 
peared in the Centennial parade (1916) 


Old Columbia Club 


HE roster of the Columbia Club is a record of the 

great in Hoosier Republican politics. Established in 
1888 as a Republican boosting organization in the inter- 
est of the candidacy of Benjamin Harrison for the 
Presidency of the United States, the Club became a 
permanent feature in the political, civic and social life 
of the city. Benjamin Harrison, Albert J. Beveridge, 
Charles Warren Fairbanks, Harry S. New and a host 
of others were honored members. Mr. Riley was a de- 
lightful addition to the genial coterie which gathered 
regularly in the “Amen Corner” and he spent many 
happy hours in the club, especially during the closing 
years of his life. 

The old building (shown above) was dedicated in 
1899 but a much larger and even more magnificent 
Columbia Club building, finished in 1925, now stands 
upon the site. 
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James Whitcomb Riley Memorial 
Hospital for Children 


(From a pen drawing from a photograph made in 1928) 


he idea for a great Memorial Hospital was con- 
ceived in the fertile mind of the nationally-known 
surgeon, Dr. Lafayette Page, who was a personal friend 
of the poet. The James Whitcomb Riley Memorial 
Hospital for Children was erected in memory of the 
poet by more than forty thousand Indiana men, women 
and children who contributed to a fund of $2,000,000 
for this special purpose. It is recognized as one of the 
great hospitals of the world, exclusively for the treat- 
ment of children, and its doors swing open daily to two 
hundred child patients, regardless of their ability to 
pay. Ten thousand “happy little cripples” were treated 
here in the first four years of its existence. 


The Hospital, with all its allied services, became a 


reality on the birthday anniversary of the poet, Oc- 
tober 7, 1924, 


Indianapolis Public Library 


МЕ Rırey’s interest іп the material and intellectual 
advancement of his home city was keen and con- 
stant. A large portion of the land on which the mag- 
nificent Public Library now stands was unconditionally 
presented by the Poet to the city for Library purposes 
when the need of a new structure became manifest. 
The building is one of the most beautiful specimens 
of Greek architecture in the country. Ralph Adams 
Cram, an eminent architect of Boston, said of it: ... 
“Te is one of the most beautiful secular buildings in 
the United States. . I have never come in contact 
with anything which seemed to me to be so complete in 
its . . . consummate beauty. . . . I am discharging a 
moral duty when І tell you that this library is as perfect 
a piece of classical architecture as any I have seen in 
modern times." The library was finished in 1917. 


The Tomb 


НЕ remains of the immortal “poet of the people” 

rest beneath a mammoth slab of marble surrounded 
by a Greek colonnade of imposing and beautiful design 
in Crown Hill Cemetery, Indianapolis. The monument 
was erected by relatives on the peak of the “Crown,” 
the highest point of land in the city, overlooking the 
scenes he loved so well. 
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GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE NATION'S POET 


FESSES. CREENFIECD 


It is the inalienable right of every child to Бе born 
right, to be loved, to have pleasant surroundings and 
wholesome companionship and this was the goodly 
heritage of James Whitcomb Riley, the beloved 
Hoosier poet Не was born of intelligent, God-fear- 
ing parents ір а home of gentle refinement and in a 
community of simple living, kindly people. Не had, 
too, the companionship of youngsters whose lively 


` ambition, like his own. was to follow untrammeled 


wills, to roam the woods bare of feet and flounder 
in a shade-flecked stream irresponsive of time or 
season : 


It was indeed a goodly heritage to open his joyous 
eyes in the little village of Greenfield, which lies in 
the lap of Indiana's farm land; to have for the Main 
Street a National Road that lured pioneers along its 
fennel rimmed way to a bewildering West; to have 
nearby a primitive forest; to be awakened by the 
dawn’s clarion call of birds and to have old Brandy- 
wine Creek for a morning tub, and its tranquil sur- 
face to mirror ruddy-faced, life-brimmed boys, “аП 
saddled, all bridled, all fit for” days of happy aban- 


donment; then, as a crowning glory to have chums 
who knew where the best swimming holes were, to 
share in summer shows and trail with him through 
the shade and shine of old creek bottoms and country 
roads long after school had “took up.” It was these 
youthful associates, the quaint folks from remote 
country settlements who frequented the village, the 
fields and the woods that furnished the inspiration 
expressed in later years in his writings. This indeed 
was the treasure box of memory which the poet 
guarded throughout his life and from which he drew 
his “Rhymes of Childhood,” his “Child World,” 
“Up and Down Old Brandywine,” “The Old Swim- 
min’ Hole," “When the Frost is on the Pumpkin," 
“Out to Old Aunt Mary's" and many other of his 
best poems. 

The poet’s mother was a woman of rare refine- 
ment, a devoted, gentle and sympathetic mother. 
His father was a man of considerable and varied 
talents. His strong mental attainments won him 
distinction as a lawyer and an orator. He possessed 
much mechanical ingenuity and was often so inter- 
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THE BRANDYWINE FORD ABOVE THE “OLD SWIMMIN’ HOLE” 
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ested іп evolving some mechanical device that his 
clients were many times kept waiting. Both the 
father and mother were talented writers of verse; 
the pozms of the latter were sufficiently important 
to find their way into many state publications. 

As a boy the Hoosier poet was a slender. retiring 
youth, differing little from his associates save in 
imagination and creative genius. This manifested 
itself in the games and sports in which he often led, 
and sometimes in ingenious pranks. 

Mr. Riley was born in a log cabin, overhung with 
locust trees, on the Main Street of Greenfield, but in 
his early youth the cabin was replaced by a large, 
two-storied, white house adorned with bright green 
shutters. This house is to-day a shrine to hundreds 
of tourists who pass over the National Road and 
who stop to pay homage to the memory of the Na- 
tion’s poet. A number of years later this home was 
sold and the family moved into the house portrayed 
on page 17. From this home the poet was called to 
Indianapolis for permanent residence. Later on, 
however, Mr. Riley purchased the homestead of his 
birth and placed it under the care of his brother's 
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GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE NATION'S POET 


widow, Mrs. Julia A. Riley, who remains to-day 
its worthy caretaker. 


The poetic genius of the Hoosier poet was first 
revealed in his early youth, in a valentine written to 
his mother, and in a collection of nursery rhymes for 
his youngest sister, Mary. These rhymes were writ- 
ten on note paper, illustrated with pen and ink and 
fastened together in book form. Most of Mr. Riley's 
best poems, those claiming lasting attention, were 
written in Greenfield in early manhood, yet it was 
not until he was past thirty years of age that they 
attracted public interest. In after years, having 
gained recognition, this treasure store of early poems 
furnished material for clamoring magazines and his 
first books. 

In his early youth Mr. Riley eschewed school. He 
did not need the grind of text books. He divined 
life through the senses and spoke the heart language 
of the world. There was but one book at school. 
the poet often declared, in which he found the slight- 
est interest—McGuffey's old leather bound Reader. 
He regarded history as “а dry thing devoid of juice." 
A later teacher, Captain Lee O. Harris, recognizing 
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GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE NATION'S POET 


the fact that his pupil had no taste for numbers and 
sensing his budding genius, developed in him a fond- 
ness for good literature and encouraged his verse 
writing and declaiming. In the years that followed, 
Captain Harris became the poet's valued tutor, critic 
and friend. This ripened into an unusual comrade- 
ship that continued until they were separated by 
death. 


Neither did the life of affairs claim the youthful 
poet. Because of this the wise heads, those without 
vision and understanding, declared him a failure. 
But at no period in the poet's life was he a failure, 
despite the fact that he did not work, did not study 
law or enter the life of trade. God intended him 
for something better. We read in Holy Writ of the 
distribution of talents—some received the gift of 
prophesy, others were to preach—and Riley's was 
the gift of song. He was to sing of common things 
and in his early youth weird voices told him of a 
“Raggedy Man who knows ‘bout Squidgicum-Squees 
"ас swallers the’selves’’; if he trailed country roads 
they sang of the joy “Out to Old Aunt Mary's," and 
while he wept at the death of “Dot Leetle Boy of 
Mine," “Orphant Annie" imps clamored for him to 
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tell all children what became of the little boy that 
wouldn't say his prayers. 

The poet throughout his youth was simply rhyme 
haunted. True, he did not work. He tried to at 
times when he became acutely conscious of some 
material need, but he was unhappy when the dream 
spell was broken. То please his father, he tried to 
study law, but '"That Old Sweetheart of Mine" 
crowded in and blurred the pages of Blackstone. 
Then he tried seriously to paint signs, even went so 
far as to establish a paint shop on Main Street in a 
musty upstairs room, but there, too, the Muse 
crowded in and hindered his progres. No doubt 
Riley’s “Pome to Home Folks” was written in de- 
fense of his apparent idleness: 

"You Home-Folks!—Aid your grateful guest — 

Bear with his pondering, wandering ways: 

When idlest he is busiest, 

Being a dreamer of the day. 

* ж ж 

Үса, bear with him a little space— 

His heart must smolder on a while 

Ere yet it flames out in his face 

A wholly tearless smile.” 
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MARY ALICE SMITH—THE ORIGINAL 
“LITTLE ORPHANT ANNIE” 
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PRINCE OF POETS 


JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY AT THIRTY 
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THE ORIGINAL “OLD SWIMMIN’ HOLE,” 
SHOWING THE POET AND TWO FRIENDS 


ON THE BANK 
Page Eleven 


GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE NATION'S POET 
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The Hoosier poet had a diversity of talents. His 
older friends believed he might have reached fame 
as an actor, a musician, or an illustrator. His his- 
trionic ability was displayed in summer shows held 
in barn lofts, in creating and enacting unusual feats. 
One of his early ventures was the launching of a 
“Fagan Club” named for the old Jew in “Oliver 
Twist” and inspired by the constant reading of 
Charles Dickens. The stories were reduced to plays 
by young Riley. Не did not hold to the text of the 
classics but changed the language to the vernacular of 
his own crowd and the scenes to suit their needs. 
The plays were presented in the loft of a deserted 
barn by a crowd of tousle-haired, bare-legged, 
denim-clad youngsters, possessing the usual comple- 
ment of freckles, stone bruises and hats with “busted 
crowns." In later years, Mr. Riley became the pro- 
moter of а dramatic club known as the “Adelphian 
Society of Greenfield." In this he ran the gamut of 
Shakespeare, Goldsmith, and of plays of the day as 
well as those written by his beloved schoolmaster, 
Captain Lee O. Harris. These plays were enacted 
in the old Masonic Hall, one of the remaining land- 
marks of bygone days. 
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Mr. Riley sang, played the banjo, the guitar, the 
violin, and frequently led the village beaux in moon- 
light serenades. He was also a member of the village 
band and іп a later poem—‘‘The Old Band’’—he 
expressed a love for this organization which outlived 
his youth. 


“It's mighty good to git back to the old town shore, 
Considerin’ I’ve b'en away twenty year or more, 
Sence 1 moved there to Kansas, of course, І see a 
change, 

A-comin' back and notice things new to me and 
strange; 

Especially at evening when your new band-fellers 
meet, 

In fancy uniforms and all, and play out in the 
street— 

What's come of old Bill Lindsey and the Saxahorn 
fellers—sa y ? 

I want to hear the old band play.” 


Mr. Riley's artistic ability was early displayed in 
pen illustrations which adorned many of his poems, 
contributions to autograph albums, in letters written 
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IRVIN HUNTS CABIN ON BRANDYWINE. THE 
SOLORED MAN WHO ENTERTAINED RILEY AND 
HIS BOY FRIENDS WITH "DEVIL TALES” 


MR. RILEY AT FORTY 
Page Thirteen 


GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE NATION’S POET 


smt ED - 


to friends and. in later years, in the painting of 
signs, a few of which are still displayed in Green- 
field. Іп early manhood, Riley became associated 
with a group of youthful sign painters known as 
“The Graphics." With them he trailed through the 
State, covering barns and fences with artistic adver- 
tisements. 


Then came the tragic period, as the poet termed 
it, when his father, considering his verse making too 
visionary, and sensing the danger of allowing his 
son to follow the promptings of poetic temperament, 
shut him up in his law office with a law book as his 
sole companion. After covering the margins of the 
book with grotesque drawings and rhymes, the poet 
slipped out one fine day and ran away with a med- 
icine man whom he found selling his “cure-all”” from 
the back end of a glittering wagon. “І rode out of 
town with that glittering cavalcade," the poet said, 
"without saying good-bye to anyone, and though 
my patron was not a diplomaed doctor, as Í found 
out, he was a man of excellent habits and the whole 
company was made up of good, straight, jolly, 
chirping vagabonds like myself." Riley fitted easily 
into this roving company as a black board and col- 
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ored chalk artist, illustrating the virtues of the med- 
ісіпе vended, supplemented with a repertoire of 
songs, jokes and original recitations. After а won- 
derful tour, the poet returned to Greenfield with 
pockets as empty as they were when he went away. 

Following this Mr. Riley became associated with 
a home paper as local editor, solicitor and writer of 
advertisements. He filled the literary department 
with poetry and astonished the editor and the public 
as well by writing all advertisements in the follow- 
ing manner: 


"Write me a rhyme of the present time; 
And the poet thus begun: 

А cheap bazaar for a good cigar 

Is the store of Carr 6 Son." 


The wares of Mr. George Dove's shoe shop were 
presented in this manner: 


"It's my opinion," said Farmer Gray, 

As he drove in town one Christmas day, 
"Of all the gifts there's none that suits 

А boy as well as a pair of boots.” 

So he drove to Dove's and made the purchase. 
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JOHN DAVIS, A BOYHOOD 

FRIEND OF THE POET 

AND A MEMBER OF THE 
OLD BAND 


THE OLD GREENFIELD ADELPHIAN BAND WHICH INSPIRED THE POEM, “I WANT TO HEAR 


THE OLD BAND PLAY.” MR. RILEY MAY BE SEEN WITH THE DRUM. 
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THE OLD ROAD BRIDGE OVER BRANDYWINE 


THE RILEY HOME “KNEE DEEP IN JUNE” 
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CAPTAIN REUBEN А. RILEY, 
FATHER OF THE POET 


ONE OF МЕ. RILEY S LATER HOMES ІМ GREENFIELD 
SHOWING HIS FATHER'S FAMILY. THE РОЕТ МАҮ 
BE SEEN ON THE EXTREME LEFT 
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GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE ОЕ THE NATION'S РОЕТ 
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“O where—tell me where he found a copy of the beloved book. He wrote a 
Shall І buy my winter ware? poem on the fly leaf and sent it to Mr. Keefer as a 
And a voice answered, There! Christmas present. This poem was published for 
At the store of Hart б Thayer, the first time in 1895 in the Hancock Democrat and 
Where Mr. Keefer claimed the right to put it in type. 
They deal so fair 
And square To ALMON KEEFER 
You'll be tickled, ГЇЇ declare.” “This first book that І ever knew 
| 23 4 Was read aloud to me Бу you— 
Many of Mr. Riley’s later writings appeared in an Friend of my boyhood. therefore take 
older paper of Greenfield, “The Hancock Democrat." i tar old sake — 
“The reason was obvious. His best chum, Almon Er cafes" first read tome: 
Keefer, several years his senior, was one of its com- Under "the old sweet apple tree” 
positors. This friend saw to it that the poems were Ere 1 myself could read such great 
properly typed before being presented to an admir- Big words,—but listening all сізге, 
ing public. Keefer was a sober-minded man, philos- At your interpreting, until 
opher and a great reader, and throughout his life he Brain heart and seuls were all athrill 
was the poet's valued friend. Mr. Riley always re- RD үбү ат, awesand Sheeriekcess 
called with pleasure the stories that Almon Keefer Of wildest childish happiness. 
read to him in his youth from a book called “Tales 
of the Ocean." In the intervening years the book So take the book again—forget 
was lost, and Riley upon reaching manhood, All else—long years, lost hopes, regrets; 
searched in vain for another copy. During a visit to Sighs for the joys we ne'er attain, 
Boston іп 1895, while browsing in an old book shop, Prayers we have lifted all in vain; 
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MR. RILEY ENTERTAINS А GROUP OF FRIENDS AND RELATIVES ON THE VERANDA OF HIS 
GREENFIELD HOME— FROM LEFT TO RIGHT THEY ARE AS FOLLOWS: BLISS CARMEN, THE 
CANADIAN POET, EDMUND EITEL, NEPHEW, MRS. JULIA RILEY, SISTER-IN-LAW, MR. RILEY, 
JUDGE WM. В. HOUGH, WM. A. HOUGH, WIFE AND DAUGHTER, COUSINS OF THE POET 
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THE RILEY HOME ІМ MAIN STREET 


Tears for the faces seen no mote, 
Once as the roses at the door: 

Take the enchanted book— And lo, 
On grassy swards of long ago, 
Sprawl out again, beneath the shade 
The breezy old-home orchard made, 
The veriest barefoot boy indeed — 
And I will listen as you read.” 


Mr. Riley continued to write wonderful poetry. 
He knew that it was good, for Longfellow himself 
had told him so in no uncertain terms. But as the 
magazines were still returning his manuscripts he 
was convinced that it was because he had no estab- 
lished reputation—because of his obscurity. To 
prove this to a group of friends the poet perpetrated 
a hoax which indeed proved his logic but lost him 
his job with an Anderson, Indiana, newspaper, with 
which he was connected at that time. He wrote a 
poem after the manner of Edgar Allen Poe and sent 
it to the editor of the Kokomo Dispatch. The edi- 
tor was a friend of Riley’s and readily contributed 
to the deception. The poem was given the weird 
title of “Leonainie”” and was represented to be ап 
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unpublished poem of Poe's, found on the fly leaf of 
an old book handed down to an obscure man, living 
near Anderson, by his Virginia ancestors. The poem 
was copied in various papers and received nation 
wide attention. No one questioned its authenticity. 
But its unexpected reception frightened Riley into 
confessing the hoax and, while it lost him his job, in 
that he had brought a rival paper into the limelight, 
it proved an entering wedge to public recognition. 

Sad and discouraged, Mr. Riley returned to Green- 
field, but almost immediately he was offered a per- 
manent position on the Indianapolis Journal by its 
friendly editor Judge E. В. Martindale. This was 
the sesame which led to better things. His writings 
grew in public appreciation and rapidly found their 
way into the best magazines of the country. In 
1883, his first book “The Old Swimmin’ Hole апа 
"Leven More Poems," was published. 

Following his connection with the Indianapolis 
Journal, Mr. Riley removed from Greenfield to In- 
dianapolis where he established permanent residence. 
However, he kept in close touch with his home folks 
and in his frequent trips to Greenfield, he in com- 
pany with his boyhood chums, visited the old 
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GREENFIELD—THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE NATION'S POET 


haunts, fished in the familiar streams and spent many 
happy hours recalling past experiences. He never 
lost interest in the home of his youth nor in the 
friends of whom he said: 


“Home-Folks! You're the best of all 
"Ас ranges this terreschul ball, — 

But, north er south, er east er west, 
It's home is where you're at your best.” 


During the last few years of his life Mr. Riley be- 
came a semi-invalid, doing very little writing. It 
was then that his visits to Greenfield became more 
frequent. Often when starting for his daily drive, 
in reply to his chauffeur's query — Which way, 
Mr. Riley?’’—the poet would say “То Greenfield." 
Sometimes he would telephone in advance to his 
sister-in-law who lives in the Riley home, to invite 
in a few of his close friends. On these occasions, in 
retrospection, he beheld his own boy self and lived 
again the days of his youth. As old friends were 
recalled, Mr. Riley, in that manner habitually char- 


Page Twenty-two 


er‏ 55 ڪڪ ڪڪ 


acteristic, would imitate their speech and manner- 
isms. 


It is pleasant for the old friends and neighbors to 
recall him during those last visits seated in the quaint 
little sunporch with its old time furnishings and 
happy memories, listening to his cheery greetings, his 
laughter and whimsical stories. 


One week previous to his death, Mr. Riley paid his 
last visit to Greenfield to attend the funeral of his 
boyhood friend, Almon Keefer, the friend who had 
read to him from “Tales of the Ocean” as the two 
lay prone on the shade-flecked banks of Brandywine. 
That evening in the quiet of his library in Indianap- 
olis, the poet described the simple funeral and with 
moist eyes expressed the wish that his own funeral 
might be like that—simple, quiet and unostenta- 
tious, with those about who loved him for himself. 
Then he added reflectively, “It will not be long until 
the rest of the old crowd will be sleeping beside him.” 
The following week — July 22nd, 1916—his call 
came. 


RILEY'S 
GREENFIELD 
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RILEY ENTERTAINS THE NEIGHBORS' CHILDREN 


ГНЕ POET’S MOTHER 
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1917 


“I believe all childern's good, 
Ef they're only understood,— 

Even bad ones, 'pears to me, 
’S jes’ as good as they kin be! 


” 
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А NEIGHBORLY APPEAL 


e= S IKE the peal of a distant convent bell; 
like the tender whisperings of the leaves or 
7 the solemn sough of the forest; like the 
echo of a flute note across the lake at twi- 
light, come, out of the recesses of the recent past, 
the memories of our poet-laureate, James Whitcomb 
Riley. As heaven’s last best gift to Indiana, the 
neighborly people of this great commonwealth adore 
the name of Riley and hail the recurrence of his birth 
anniversary with a joy almost transcendent. Not 
because һе saw more clearly than others the frailties 
of his neighbors, and he mirthfully and mercilessly 
noted these; not because he drew brilliantly wise con- 
clusions from his experiences with the ordinary folks 
of his day, though he constantly crystallized pioneer 
experiences into epigrams of abiding value, 


“Апа it’s the man that does his best 
Who gets more kicks than all the rest,” 


but because of a boundless love for all mankind, an 
affection for children unprecedented, a sympathy 
for the distressed—whatever the cause—this was the 
character-trait our Hoosier singer possessed in bountiful 
measure. Just as little grains of gold on the moun- 
tainside, of themselves not particularly valuable, 
indicate unerringly the nearby storehouse of mineral 
riches, so do our poet’s frequent lilts, or trills, or the 
more suspended effusions of the soul inevitably suggest 
the presence of a life full of grandeur and of goodness. 
He became a singer because Omnipotence taught him 
to revere eternal truths in living; and his poetry, in 
turn, is but the simple pronouncements of those 
verities. 


Sunday, October 7, is the anniversary of our 


laureate’s birth. If serious illness did not forbid, 
we may be sure we should have from the one whom 
we affectionately call Governor James P. Goodrich, 
formal appeal to the Indiana people, through public 
proclamation, for their appropriate observance of this 
day. But because of our great misfortune іп this 
regard, as head of the public school system of Indiana, 
a system made vastly richer because of the life of 
James Whitcomb Riley, I am setting apart Friday, 
October 5, 1917, as Riley Day for all our Indiana 
schools, public, private, parochial. I earnestly recom- 
mend that programs shall be prepared and executed 
in all our schools the intent of which programs shall 
be the cherishing of the memory of Riley, the emula- 
tion of his sincere and simple interpretation of the 
virtues of our people, and the inspiring to future 
good behavior the children of our schools, who are 
soon to become the men and women of the common- 
wealth. 

I beg also to ask co-operation of all of Indiana's 
churches in this celebration, since Riley Day proper 
is Sunday, October 7, 1917. In making this appeal 
to pastors and priests alike, I beg to ask that the 
thought of the universal brotherhood we all so much 
desire may thus be magnified. 


Respectfully, 


Horae, etit, 


State Superintendent 
of Public Instruction. 


Indianapolis, Indiana, 
September 19, 1917. 
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А Good man never dies— 
In worthy deed and prayer 
And helpful hands, and honest eyes, 
If smiles or tears be there: 
Who lives for you and me— 
Lives for the world he tries 
To help—he lives eternally, 
A good man never dies. 
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II 


Who lives to bravely take 
His share of toil and stress, 
And, for his weaker fellows' sake, 
Makes every burden less,—— 
Не may, at last, seem worn— 
Lie fallen—hands and eyes 
Folded—yet, though we mourn and 
mourn, 
A good man never dies. 


THE HUMAN SIDE OF RILEY 


Mr. Riley is best known to the world at large as a poet. Itis quite proper 
that this should continue to be the side of our great Hoosier's life-work most 
prominently fixed in the minds of the people, for the greater part of his energies 
in his vigorous years, were employed in producing his marvelously sweet songs. 
But there are other sides of Riley's life, at least partly separated from his genius 
as a poet, that are quite as well known апа admired among his many friends 
who lived near him, and of these, let me speak my word. 

Mr. Riley was very human in what he said and did, aside from those distinc- 
tive human traits depicted in his verse and writings. He looked at the happen- 
ings in his own neighbors' everyday life from the standpoint of averages and 
equality among men. He saw good in every human being, and strove to make 
those he met feel that he recognized that good to the uttermost. His heart 
and mind were too big to harbor any impulse or thought of selfishness toward 
himself or superiority over his fellows. He felt that he was their equal but not 
their superior; that he was an average man among the mass of human beings. 
He loved everything that was good, and that made him lift the averages of 
humanity above their usual levels and ideals, by his inspired lines. He made 
the world better by what he said and did, as he passed along, as well as by 
giving it the immortal words that he penned. His life was one that reached 


from the valley of lowly life to the mountain top of inspired genius and enduring 
greatness. 


Indianapolis, Indiana. Caleb 5. Denny. 
September 27, 1917. 


From a Letter to State Superintendent 
Horace Ellis. 
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JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY 


There must be great rejoicin' on the Golden Shore today, 

An’ the big an’ little angels must be feelin’ mighty gay; 

Could we look beyond the curtain now І fancy we should see 
Old Aunt Mary waitin’, smilin’, for the coming that's to be, 
Ап" Little Orphant Annie ап" the whole excited pack 

Dancin’ up an’ down ап" shoutin’: “Mr. Riley’s comin’ back!” 


There’s a heap o’ real sadness in this good old world today, 

There are lumpy throats this morning now that Riley’s gone away; 
There’s a voice now stilled forever that in sweetness only spoke, 
An’ whispered words of courage with a faith that never broke. 
There is much joy and laughter that we mortals here will lack. 
But the angels must be happy now that Riley’s comin’ back. 


The world was gettin’ dreary, there was too much sigh an’ frown 

In this vale о” mortal strivin’, so God sent Jim Riley down; 

An’ He said: “Go there an’ cheer "ет in your good old-fashioned 
way, 

With your songs of tender sweetness, but don’t make your 
plans to stay 
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Coz you’re needed up in Heaven. I am lendin’ you to men 
Just to help "ет with your music, but ГИ want you back again.” 


An’ Riley came, an’ mortals heard the music of his voice, 

An’ they caught his songs o' beauty an’ they started to rejoice; 

An’ theyNeaned on him in sorrow, an’ they shared with him 
their joys, 

An’ they walked with him the pathways that they knew when 
they were boys. 

But the heavenly angels missed him, missed his tender, gentle 
knack 

Of makin’ people happy, an’ they wanted Riley back. 


There must be great rejoicin’ on the streets of Heaven today, 
An’ all the angel children must be troopin’ down the way, 
Singin’ heavenly songs of welcome an’ preparin’ now to greet 
The soul that God had tinctured with an everlasting sweet; 
The world is robed in sadness an’ is draped in somber black, 
But joy must reign in Heaven now that Riley’s comin’ back. 


—Edgar A. Guest in Indianapolis Star. 
(Copyright 1916, by the Reiley & Britton Co.) 


THE POETRY OF RILEY 


The poetry of James Whitcomb Riley, like the music 
of the Pied Piper, draws together everywhere troupes of 
admiring children who justly crown him “The Poet-Laureate 
of Childhood.” Children love Mr. Riley, and he loves 
them and can tell how they feel and think about things 
in a beautiful, simple way. He has taught both old and 
young to see and hear anew; he has taken them to the 
grassy fields and murmuring brooks and has shown them 
the great out-doors in which he lived with its family of 
creatures all the way from the humble frog and the tree- 
toad to, 

“The hulk of a hawk becalmed 
Far out on the azure seas.” 


Mr. Riley has given us an intimate acquaintanceship 
with Hoosier life and the Hoosier child, because he knows 
them as no one else does. His teachers were his playmates, 
and nature, and experience, and the common daily life 
about him, in all of which he could, by means of his rare 
poetic gift, understand the deeper meaning, and put what 
he saw and felt into living songs. He has sung to us of 
childish joys and sorrows, of the comradship of men and 
women, of respect for the aged, of love of country, of 
cheerfulness in the doing of duty. In sooth, he has given 
us an outlook upon life that is unafraid and full of trust. 

Along with the open books of life and nature from which 
Mr. Riley learned, he gives much credit to the reading in 
which he was started by his last teacher, Mr. Lee O. 
Harris, whom he calls, ‘Schoolmaster and Songmaster,” 
and who influenced his pupil to substitute for the cheap 
literature that he had up to that time read, the works of 
Dickens, Scott, Irving, and Hawthorne. In these he found 
new people and scenes, and new material for his imagina- 
tion to work upon. This strengthened in him the desire 
for writing that he seems to һауе had even during, “Those 
wondrous years when belief is not bound to the eyes and the 
ears, and the vision divine is so clear and unmarred that 
each baker of pies in the dirt is a Бага.” 


Mr. Riley gives evidence of possessing the seeing eye 
and hearing ear when he was young, in the way he cele- 
brates the scenes of his childhood days, spent in quest of 
fun, in such poems as; “Тһе Old Swimmin’ Hole,” “Іп 
Swimming Time,” “Тһе Brook-Song” and “With the 
Current." We fancy, when in search of a larger experience 
he left Greenfield, riding away on the wagon of a traveling 
doctor, to beat the drum and advertise for him, that the 
“palpitating syllables of sound” that “rolled in upon his 
ear” were the ones he afterwards put in his poem “The 
Drum.” 


The artistic instinct in Mr. Riley showed itself early; 
when he was a sign painter, he worked with the same 
care at his lettering that an artist would take in painting 
a great picture; his artistic feeling also showed itself in his 
power to act out his advertisements for the doctor, and 
also later, when in lecturing and reciting, he put himself in 
the place of the person spoken of and brought out the humor 
and pathos in a way that greatly moved the hearts of his 
hearers. 


Like Lowell, and many of our authors, Mr. Riley was 
unsuccessful in his attempt to study law, which he took up 
to please his father, but soon gave up in answer to the call 
of the literary passion in him and in favor of the songs such 
as, "If I Knew What Poets Know,” which were constantly 
singing themselves to him and waiting to be taken down. 
This singing power increased his desire for recognition 
which at last found expression in the pages of a newspaper, 
“Тһе Anderson Democrat," where the quaint ryhming 
notices from his pen greatly pleased his readers, but did 
not satisfy the poet. 

Later, the editor of The Indianapolis Journal invited 
Mr. Riley to a position on that paper; this greatly pleased 
him, for he had come to his own and his success from that 
time was constant and permanent. His first popularity 
came through a series of articles and poems said to be 
from the pen of "Benjamin F. Johnson of Boone," an 
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uneducated farmer, who sends to the Journal, poems апа 
letters written in dialect and full of charming nature 
descriptions, which the writer said, “Came right from the 


Hart." It was soon found out that Benjamin F. Johnson of 
Boone was Mr. Riley himself, and Mr. George Hitt of the 
Journal, shortly after, brought out the first volume of the 
Hoosier poet's verse, called “Тһе Old Swimmin' Hole 
and 'Leven More Poems.” The story of success that 
followed this volume, is like the brook that has swollen 
into a great river enriching the lands through which it 
passes by its wealth and life-giving power. 

The honor shown Mr. Riley in his own county is a 
source of deep gratification to all who know him. Colleges 
have recognized his merit and placed him on their rolls. 
The National Institute of Arts and Literature made him 
a member in 1911, and the next year conferred upon him 
the medal for poetry, which was the greatest honor in the 
gift of any institution in the United States. 

Mr. Riley's introduction to the noted authors of our 
country came in 1887, when he attended the convention 
in the interests of International Copyright, held in New York. 
Before Riley spoke, James Russell Lowell, who presided at 
the great banquet, had read “Longing” and ''Aladdins' 
Lamp;” George William Curtis, selections from “Prue and 
І," Charles Dudley Warner, from “How Betsy and І 
Caught the Bear;” William Dean Howells, from “Our 
Wedding Journey;” Thomas Nelson Page and Harry 
Stilwell Edwards, choice bits from their sketches of Virginia 
and Georgia; and George W. Cable from “Old Creole 
Days.” АП the famous authors before him had read, 
but Mr. Riley with his characteristic modesty, recited, 
“Thoughts Fer the Discouraged Farmer." Tumultuous 
cheers followed and the scholars of the East knew that a 
poet had come out of the West. Upon the request of Mr. 
Lowell, Mr. Riley for a second recitation, spoke “Nothin' 
to Say" and New York was taken by storm. There was 
wild applause, eyes were full of tears, hearts were beating 
hard, and the occasion was one never to be forgotten. 

The teachers in Mr. Riley's own state delighted to 
honor him in 1905 at their state association where four 
thousand of them were present to hear their poet praised 
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from the lips of distinguished educators, statesmen, poets 
and editors. Mr. Riley's response upon this occasion was 
again in his characteristic modesty; he spoke of his own 
teachers and recited “Old Glory" in a way that touched 
the hearts of his audience. 

More greatly appreciated by Mr. Riley than all other 
honors bestowed upon him were the tributes paid him by 
the school children over the state, upon his birthdays, 
when they recited his poems, sang his songs that have been 
set to music, and wrote him letters. Не wrote letters to 
them upon these occasions. Following is a letter written 
by Mr. Riley upon his birthday, to the children of 
Indianapolis. 


To the School Children of Indianapolis: 


You are conspirators—every one of you, that's what you 
are—you have conspired to inform the general public of my 
birthday, and I am already so old. that I want to forget all 
about it. But І will be magnanimous and forgive you, for 
I know that your intent 15 really friendly, and to have such 
friends as you are makes me—don’t care how old I am! In fact 
it makes me so glad and happy that I feel as absolutely young 
апа spry as а very schoolboy—even as one of you—and so to 
all intents I am. 

Therefore let me be with you throughout the long, lovely 
day, and share your mingled joys and blessings with your 
parents and your teachers, and іп the words of little Tim 
Cratchit: “God bless us, every one." 

Ever gratefully and faithfully your old friend, 


October 7, 1011. JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY. 


Mr. Riley's generous gift of a library site to the city 
of Indianapolis, is said to have been prompted by his love 
for the children. Surely he could not have thought of a 
kinder thing to do in their honor than to aid so largely in 
providing boys and girls a place where they can go to get 
books and read the best that has been said in the writings 
of the world. 

On July 22, 1916, at his home in lovely Lockerbie Street, 
he passed peacefully into the great Beyond. 


CHARITY DYE. 


І 
POEMS ОЕ PATRIOTISM 


THE SOLDIER 


The Soldier! —meek the title, yet divine: 
Therefore, with reverence, as with wild acclaim, 
We fain would honor an exalted line 
The glorious lineage of the glorious name: 
The Soldier.—Lo, he ever was and is, 
Our Country's high custodian, by right 
Of patriot blood that brims that heart of his 
With fiercest love, yet honor infinite. 


The Soldier! —Why, the very utterance 
Is music—as of rallying bugles, blent 
With blur of drums and cymbals and the chants 
Of battle-hymns that shake the continent! — 
The thunder-chorus of a world is stirred 
To awful, universal jubilee,— 
Yet ever through it, pure and sweet, are heard 
The prayers of Womanhood, and Infancy. 


Ay, glad and grateful, that in such a cause 

His veins were drained at Freedom’s holy shrine— 
Rechristening the land—as first it was,— 

His blood poured thus in sacramental sign 
Of new baptism of the hallowed name 

“Му Country’’—now on every lip once more 
And blest of God with still enduring fame.— 

This thought even then The Soldier gloried o'er. 


A bridged 
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POEMS OF PATRIOTISM 


Stir all your echoes up, 
O Independence Bell, 

And pour from your inverted cut 
The song we love so well. 


Lift high your happy voice, 
And swing your iron tongue 

Till syllables of praise rejoice 
That never yet were sung. 

Ring in the gleaming dawn 
Of Freedom—T oll the knell 

Of Tyranny, and then ring on, 
O Independence Bell. 


Poems in this and the following sections are used by the kind permission of 
Bobbs-Merrill & Co., from the Biographical Edition, Copyright, 1913 


LIBERTY 
I 


Sing! every bird, to-day! 
Sing for the sky so clear, 
And the gracious breath of the atmosphere 
Shall waft our cares away. 
Sing! sing! for the sunshine free; 
Sing through the land from sea to sea; 
Lift each voice in the highest key 
And sing for Liberty! 


II 


Sing for the arms that fling 
Their fetters in the dust 
And lift their hands in higher trust 
Unto the one Great King; 
Sing for the patriot heart and hand; 
Sing for the country they have planned; 
Sing that the world may understand 
This is Freedom's land! 


ПІ 


Sing іп the tones of prayer, 

Sing till the soaring soul 

Shall float above the world's control 
In Freedom everywhere! 
Sing for the good that is to be, 
Sing for the eyes that are to see 
The land where man at least 15 free, 

O sing for Liberty! 

Ode from "Liberty." 


І 


Іп the need that bows us thus, 
America! 

Shape a mighty song for us— 
America! 

Song to whelm a hundred years' 

Roar of wars and rain of tears 


"Neath a world’s triumphant cheers: 


America! America! 
П 


Lift the trumpet to thy mouth, 


AMERICA 


O Thou, America—Messiah of Nations! 


BARA 


ПІ 


Dying eyes through рїїуїпр mists, 
America! 

See the Assassin's shackled wrists, 
America! 

Patient eyes that turn their sight 

From all blackening crime and blight 

Still toward Heaven's holy light— 


IV 


High o'erlooking sea and land, 
America! 

Trustfully with outheld hand, 
America! 

Thou dost welcome all in quest 

Of thy freedom, peace and rest— 

Every exile is thy guest, 
America! America! 


V 


Thine a universal love, 


America! тойн НЭГ America! 
East and West and North and South— America! America! Thine the cross and crown thereof, 
America! America! 


Call us round the dazzling shrine 

Of the starry old ensign— 

New baptized in blood of thine, 
America! America! 


RR BR RR 


THE BOY PATRIOT 


I WANT to be a Soldier!— 
A Soldier!— 
A Soldier!— 


I want to be a Soldier, with a saber in my hand 
Or a little carbine rifle, or a musket on my shoulder, 
Or just a snare-drum, snarling in the middle of the Бала; 
I want to hear, high overhead, The Old Flag flap her 
wings 
While all the Army, following, in chorus cheers and 
sings; 
I want to hear the tramp and jar 
Of patriots a million, 
As gaily dancing off to war 
As dancing a cotillion. 


I want to be a Soldierl— 
Soldier! — 
A Soldier!— 
I want to be а Soldier, with a saber іп my hand 
Or a litile carbine rifle, or a musket on my shoulder, 
Or just a snare-drum, snarling in the middle of the band. 


Aid us, then, to sing thy worth; 

God hath builded, from thy birth, 

The first nation of the earth— 
America! America! 


I want to see the battle!— 
The battle!— 
The battle!— 


I want to see the battle, and be in it to the end;— 
I want to hear the cannon clear their throats and catch 
the prattle 
Of all the pretty compliments the enemy can send!— 
And then I know my wits will go,—and where 1 
shouldn't be— 
Well, there's the spot, in any fight, that you may search 
for me. 
So, when our foes have had their fill, 
Though I'm among the dying, 
To see The Old Flag flying still, 
I'll laugh to leave her flying! 


I want to be a Soldier! — 
Soldier! — 
A Soldier! — 
1 want to be a Soldier, with a saber іп my hand 
Or a little carbine rifle, or a musket on my shoulder, 
Or just a snare-drum, snarling in the middle of the band. 


 - =‏ — ب 
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THE МАМЕ OF OLD GLORY 


Old Glory! say, who, 

By the ships and the crew, 

And the long, blended ranks of the gray and the blue,— 

Who gave you, Old Glory, the name that you bear 

With such pride everywhere 

As you cast yourself free to the rapturous air 

And leap out full-length, as we're wanting you to?— 

Who gave you that name, with the ring of the same 

And the honor and fame so becoming to you?— 

Your stripes stroked in ripples of white and of red, 

With your stars at their glittering best overhead— 

By day or by night 

Their delightfulest light 

Laughing down from their little square heaven of blue!— 

Who gave you the name of Old Glory?—say, who— 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory? 


The old banner lifted, and faltering then 
In vague lisps and whispers fell stlent again. 


H 


Old Glory,—speak out!—we are asking about 

How you happened to “favor” a name, so to say, 

That sounds so familiar and careless and gay 

As we cheer it and shout in our wild breezy way— 

We—the crowd, every man of us, calling you that— 

We—Tom, Dick, and Harry—each swinging his hat 

And hurrahing “Old Glory!” like you were our kin, 

When—Lord/—we all know we're as common ав sin! 

And yet it just seems like you humor us all 

And waft us your thanks, as we hail you and fall 

Into line, with you over us, waving us on 

Where our glorified, sanctified betters have gone.— 

And this is the reason we're wanting to know— 

(And we're wanting it 50/- 

Where our own fathers went we are willing to go)— 

Who gave you the name of Old Glory —Oho!— 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory? 


The old flag unfurled with a billowy thrill 
For an tnstant, then wistfully sighed and was still. 


ш 


Old Glory: the story we're wanting to hear 

Is what the plain facts of your christening were,— 

For your name—just to hear it, 

Repeat it, and cheer it, 's a tang to the spirit 

As salt as a tear;— 

And seeing you fly, and the boys marching by, 

There’s a shout in the throat and a blur in the eye 

And an aching to live for you always—or die, 

If, dying, we still keep you waving on high. 

And so, by our love 

For you, floating above, 

And the scars of all wars and the sorrows thereof, 

Who gave you the name of Old Glory and why 
Are we thrilled at the name of Old Glory? 


Then the banner leaped, like a sail in the blast, 
And fluitered an audible answer at last. 


IV 


And it spake, with a shake of the voice, and it said;— 


By the driven snow-white and the living blood-red 
Of my bars, and their heaven of stars overhead— 
By the symbol conjoined of them all, skyward cast, 
As I float from the steeple, or flap at the mast, 
Or droop o’er the sod where the long grasses nod,— 
My name is as old as the glory of God. 

ет So I came Бу the name oí Old Glory. 


II 
POEMS FOR THE HOUR 
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THERE IS А NEED. 


There is а need for every ache of pain 
That falls unto our lot. No heart may bleed 
That resignation may not heal again, 

And teach us—there’s a need. 


There is a need for every tear that drips 
Adown the face of sorrow. None may heed, 
But weeping washes whiter on the lips 
Our prayers—and there's a need. 


There is a need for weariness and dearth 

Of all that brings delight. At topmost speed 

Of pleasure sobs may break amid our mirth 
Unheard—and there's a need. 


There is a need for all the growing load 

Of agony we bear as years succeed; 

For lo, the Master's footprints in the road 
Before us—There's a need. 


ОСК KIND ОЕ А МАМ 


THE kind of a man for you апа me! 

He faces the world unflinchingly, 

And smites, as long as the wrong resists 

With a knuckled faith and force-like fists; 

He lives the life he is preaching of, 

And loves where most is the need of love; 

His voice is clear to the deaf man's ears, 

And his face sublime through the blind man's tears; 
The light shines out where the clouds were dim, 
And the widow's prayer goes up for him; 

The latch is clicked at the hovel door 

And the sick man sees the sun once more, 

And out o'er the barren fields he sees 

Springing blossoms and waving trees, 

Feeling as only the dying may, 

That God's own servant has come that way, 
Smoothing the path as it still winds on 

Through the golden gate where his loved have gone. 


The kind cf a man for me and you! 

However little of worth we do 

He credits full, and abides in trust 

That time will teach us how more is just. 

He walks abroad, and he meets all kinds 

Of querulous and uneasy minds, 

And, sympathizing, he shares the pain 

Of the doubts that rack us, heart and brain; 
And, knowing this, as we grasp his hand, 

We are surely coming to understand! 

He looks on sin with pitying eyes— 

F’en as the Lord, since Paradise,— 

Else, should we read, Though our sins should glow 
As scarlet, they shall be white as snow?— 
And, feeling still, with a grief half glad, 

That the bad are as good as the good are bad, 
He strikes straight out for the Right—and he 
Is the kind of a man for you and me! 


DREAM-MARCH 


Wasn't it a funny dream!—perfectly bewild’rin!— 
Last night, and night before, and night before that, 
Seemed like I saw the march о” regiments о’ children, 
Marching to the robin's fife and cricket's rat-ta-tat! 


Lilv-banners overhead, with the dew upon 'em, 

On flashed the little army, as with sword and flame; 
Like the buzz о” bumble-wings, with the honey on "ет. 
Came an eery, cheery chant, chiming as it came:— 


Where go the children? Traveling! Traveling! 
Where go the children, traveling ahead? 

Some go to kindergarten; some go to day-school; 
Some go to night-school; and some go to bed! 


Smooth roads or rough roads, warm or winter weather, 
On go the children. towhead and brown, 

Brave boys and brave girls, rank and file together, 
Marching out of Morning-Land, over dale and down: 


Some go a-gipsying out in country places— 
Out through the orchards, with blossoms on the 
boughs, 


Wild, sweet, and pink and white as their own glad faces; 
And some go, at evening, calling home the cows. 


Where go the children? Traveling! Traveling! 

Where go the children, traveling ahead? 

Some go to foreign wars, and camps by the fire-light — 
Some go to glory so; and some go to bed! 


Some go through grassy lanes leading to the city— 

Thinner grow the green trees and thicker grows the 
dust; 

Ever, though, to little people any path is pretty 

So it leads to newer lands, as they know it must. 


Some go singing less; some go to list'ning; 

Some go to thinking over ever-nobler themes; 
Some go unhungered, but ever bravely whistling, 
Turning never home again only in their dreams. 


Where go the children? Traveling! Traveling! 
Where go the children, traveling ahead? 

Some go to conquer things; some go to try them; 
Some ро to dream them; and some go to bed! 
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THE PRAYER PERFECT 


Dear Lord! kind Lord! 
Gracious Lord! 1 pray 

Thou wilt look оп а!! I love 
Tenderly to-day! 

Weed their hearts of weariness; 
Scatter every care 

Down a wake of angel-wings 
Winnowing the аіг. 


Bring unto the sorrowing 
All release from pain; 

Let the lips of laughter 
Overflow again; 

And with all the needy 
O divide, I pray, 

This vast treasure of content 
That is mine to-day! 
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THE ABSENCE OF LITTLE WESLEY 


Sence little Wesley went, the place seems all so strange 
and still— 

Му, I miss his yell о” “Сгап”рар” as I'd miss the whip- 
perwill! 

And to think I ust to scold him fer his everlastin’ noise, 

When I on’y rickollect him as the best o’ little boys! 

I wisht a hunderd times a day ‘at he’d come trompin’ in, 

And all the noise he ever made was twic't as loud ag'in!— 

It 'u'd seem like some soft music played on some fine 
instrument, 

’Longside o' this loud lonesomeness, sence little Wesley 
went! 


Of course the clock don’t tick no louder than it ust to do— 

Yit now they's times it 'pears like it 'u'd bu'st itse'f in 
two! 

And let a rooster, suddent-like, crow som'ers clos't 
around, ж. 

And seem "5 ef, mighty nigh it, it 'u'd lift me off the 
ground! 

And same with all the cattle when they рам! around the 
bars, 

Іп the red о” airly morning, er the dusk and dew 
and stars, | 

When the neighbers' boys 'at passes never stop, but jes’ 
go on, 

A-whistling’ kind о” to theirse'v's—sence little Wesley's 
gone! 


And then, о” nights, when Mother's settin' up oncom- 
mon late, 

A-bilin' pears er somepin’, and І set and smoke and wait, 

Tel the moon out through the winder don't look bigger'n 
a dime, 

And things keep gittin' stiller—stiller—stiller all the 
time,— 

I’ve ketched myse'f a-wishin’ like—as I clumb on the 
cheer 

To wind the clock, as І hev done fer more'n fifty year— 

A-wishin' 'at the time hed come fer us to go to bed, 

With our last prayers, and our last tears, sence little 
Wesley's dead! 


THOUGHTS TO REMEMBER 


You have more'n likely noticed, 
When you didn't when you could, 

That jes’ the thing you didn't do 
Was jes' the thing you should. 


ж k ж ж ж ж 


First and best of earthly joys, 
I like little girls and boys: 
Which of all do I like best? 
Why, the one that's happiest. 


* * жж ж ж 
То attain the highest. good 
Of true man and womanhood, 


Simply do your honest best— 
God with joy will do the rest. 


рашы 


Ш 
POEMS CHILDREN LOVE 


—......................... ے‎ Се X XXXI... L... 
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А BOY’S MOTHER 


Му mother she's so good to me, 
Ef I was good as | could be, 
I couldn't be as good—no sir! — «аў 


Can't апу boy Бе good ав her! я A 
"E 
с 


She loves me when I'm glad er sad; ' 
She loves me when I'm good er bad; - 
Ап”, what's a funniest thing, she savs КА 
She loves me when she punishes. 


I don't like her to punish me.— 
That don't hurt,—but it hurts to see 
Her cryin'.—Nen 7 cry; an’ nen 
We both cry an’ be good again. 


She loves me when she cuts an’ sews 
My little cloak an’ Sund’y clothes; 
An’ when my Pa comes home to tea, 
She loves him most as much as me. 


She laughs an’ tells him all 1 said, 

Ап" grabs me up an’ pats my head; 

Ап" I hug ker, an’ hug my Ра 

An’ love him purt’ nigh as much as Ma. 


A LIFE-LESSON 


There! little girl; don't cry! 
They have broken your doll, I know; 
And your tea-set blue, 
And your play-house, too, 
Are things of long ago; 
But childish troubles will soon pass by.— 
There! little girl; don't cry! 


There! little girl; don’t cry! 
They have broken your slate, I know; 
And the glad, wild ways 
Of your schoolgirl days 
Are things of the long ago; 
But life and love will soon come by.— 
There! little girl; don’t cry! 


There! little girl; don’t cry! 
They have broken your heart, І know; 
And the rainbow gleams 
Of your youthful dreams 
Are things of the long ago; 
But the heaven holds all for which you sigh.— 
There! little girl; don’t cry! 


THE BROOK-SONG 


Little brook! Little brook! 
You have such a happy look— 
Such a very merry manner, as you swerve and curve 
and crook— . 
And your ripples, one by опе, 
Reach each other's hands and run 
Like laughing little children in the sun! 


Little brook, sing to me: 
Sing about a bumblebee 
That tumbles from a lily-bell and grumbled mumblingly 
Because he wet the film 
Of his wings, and had to swim, 
While the water-bugs raced round and laughed at him! 


Little brook—sing a song 
Of a leaf that sailed along 
Down the golden-braided center of your current 5 vift 
and strong, 
And a dragon-fly that lit 
On the tilting rim of it, 
And rode away and wasn't scared a bit. 


And sing—how oft in glee 
Came a truant boy like me, 
Who loved to lean and listen to your lilting melody, 
Till the gurgle and refrain 
Of your music in his brain 
Wrought a happiness as keen to him as pain. 


Little brook—laugh and leap! 
Do not let the dreamer weep: 
ЭШЕ him all the songs of summer till he sink іп softest 
sleep; 
And then sing soft and low 
Through his dreams of long ago— 
Sing back to him the rest he used to know! 


СКАММҮ , THE CIRCUS-DAY PARADE 
Granny’s come to our house, Í, | 1 The Circus!—The Circus!—The throb of the drums, 
Апа һо! my lawzy-daisy! mn) And the blare of the horns, as the Band-wagon comes; 
All the children round the place = The clash and the clang of the cymbals that beat, 
Is ist a-runnin’ crazy! і Аз the glittering pageant winds down the long street! 
Fetched a cake fer little Jake, > 
And fetched a pie for Nanny, In the Circus parade there is glory clean down 
And fetched a pear fer all the pack From the first spangled horse to the mule of the Clown, 
That runs to kiss their Granny! With the gleam and the glint and the glamour and glare 
Of the days of enchantment all glimmering there! 
Lucy Ellen's in her lap, — e 
27 Апа Wade апа Silas Walker x` Y And there are the banners of silvery fold 
T Both's a ridin' on her foot, DAS Caressing the winds with their fringes of gold, 
“| Апа 'Pollos on the rocker; EX | And their high-lifted standards, with spear-tips aglow, 
443 Апа Marthy’s twins, from Aunt Магіпп в, | 1 Апа the helmeted knights (һас ро riding below. 
| 


There's the Chariot, wrought of some marvelous shell 


AN And little Orphant Annie, 
| All's a-eatin’ gingerbread 


| Апа giggle-un at Granny! We The Sea gave to Neptune, first washing it well 
х 23 With its fabulous waters of gold, till it gleams 


Tells us all the fairy tales 
Ever thought er wundered— 
And 'bundance o' other stories— 
Bet she knows a hunderd!— 

Bob's the one fer “Whittington,” 
And “Golden Locks” fer Fanny! 
Hear 'em laugh and clap their hands, 

Listenin' at Granny! 


“Jack the Giant-Killer" 's good; 
And “Bean-stalk” 's another!— 
So's the one of “Cinderell' " 
And her old godmother;— 
That-un's best of all the rest— 
Bestest one of any,— 
Where the mices scampers home 
Like we runs to Granny! 


Granny's come to our house, 
Ho! my lawzy-daisy! 
All the children round the place 
Is ist a-runnin' crazy! 
Fetched a cake fer little Jake, 
An fetched a pie fer Nanny, 
And fetched a pear fer all the pack 
That runs to kiss their Granny! 


Like the galleon rare of an Argonaut’s dreams. 


And the Elephant, too, (with his undulant stride 
That rocks the high throne of a king in his pride), 
That in jungles of India shook from his flanks 
The tigers that leapt from the Jujubee-banks. 


Here's the long, ever-changing, mysterious line 
Of the Cages, with hints of their glories divine 
From the barred little windows, cut high in the rear 
Where the close-hidden animals’ noses appear. 


Here’s the Pyramid-car, with its splendor and flash, 
And the Goddess on high, in a hot-scarlet sash 

And a pen-wiper skirt!—O the rarest of sights 

Is this “Queen of the Air” in cerulean tights! 


Then the far-away clash of the cymbals, and then 
The swoon of the tune ere it wakens again 

With the capering tones of the gallant cornet 
That go dancing away ina mad minuet. 


The Circus!—The Circus—The throb of the drums, 
And the blare of the horns, as the Band-wagon comes; 
The clash and the clang of the cymbals that beat, 

As the glittering pageant winds down the long street. 
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THE MAN IN THE MOON 
Sel п Raggedy Man, оп а hot afternoon: 


y! 
Sakes! 
What a lot o' mistakes 
Some little folks makes on The Man in the Moon! 
But people that's be'n up to see him, like me, 
And calls on him frequent and intimuttly, 
Might drop a few facts that would interest you 
Clean! 
Through! 
If you wanted 'em to— 
Some actual facts that might interest you! 


O The Man in the Moon has a crick in his back; 
Whee! 
Whimm! 
Ain't you sorry for him? 
And a mole on his nose that is purple and black; 
And his eyes are so weak that they water and run 
If he dares to dream even һе looks at the sun,— 
Бопе has dreams of stars, as the doctors advise— 


Eyes! 
But isn't he wise— ? 
То jes' dream of stars, as the doctors advise? 


And The Man in the Moon has a boil on his ear— 
Whee! 
Whing! 
What a singular thing! 
I know! but these facts are authentic, my dear, — 
There's a boil on his ear; and a corn on his chin— 
He calls it a dimple—but dimples stick in— 
Yet it might be a dimple turned over, you know! 
Whang! 
Ho! 
Why certainly so!— 
It might be a dimple turned over, you know! 


And The Man in the Moon has a rheumatic knee— 
Gee! 
Whizz! 
What a pity that is! 


And WE toes have worked round where his heels ought 
to be— 
So whenever he wants to go North he goes South, 
And comes back with porridge-crumbs all round his 
mouth, 
And he brushes them off with a Japanese fan, 
Whing! 
Whann! 
What a marvelous man! 
What a very remarkably marvelous man! 


peus Man in the Moon, sighed The Raggedy Man, 
Its! 
So! 
Sul lonesome, you know,— 
Up there by hisse'f sence creation began!— 
'That when I call on him and then come away, 
He grabs me and holds me and begs me to stay,— 
Till—Well! if it wasn't fer Jimmy-cum-Jim, 
Dadd! 
Limb! 
I'd go pardners with him— 
Jes’ jump my job here and be pardners with him! 


OLD MAN WHISKERY-WHEE-KUM-WHEEZE 


OLD Man Whiskery-Whee-Kum-Wheeze 
Lives 'way up in the leaves o' trees. 

An' wunst I slipped up-stairs to play 

In Aunty's room, while she 'uz away; 
An' I clumbed up in her cushion-chair 
An' ist peeked out o' the winder there; 
Ап” there I saw—wite out in the trees— 
Old Man Whiskery-Whee-Kum-Wheeze! 


An' Old Man Whiskery-Whee-Kum-Wheeze 
Would bow an' bow, with the leaves in the breeze, 
An' waggle his whiskers an' raggledy hair, 

An' bow to me in the winder there! 

Ап” I'd peek out, ап” he'd peek in 

Ап” wagele his whiskers ап" bow ag'in, 

Ist like the leaves 'u'd wave in the breeze— 

Old Man Whiskery-Whee-Kum-Wheeze! 


An' Old Man Whiskery-Whee-Kum-Wheeze, 
Seem-like, says to me: “See my bees 
A-bringin' my dinner? Ап” see my cup 

O' locus’-blossoms they've plum filled up?” 
An’ “ Um-yum, honey!" wuz last he said, 

An' waggled his whiskers an' bowed his head; 
Ап" I yells, “Gimme some, won't you please, 
Old Man Whiskery-Whee-Kum-Wheeze?” 


IV 
PROGRAMS 


SUGGESTIVE PROGRAMS FOR OBSERVANCE OF 
RILEY DAY 


1. School in concert, 


“Thine a universal love, 

America.! 

Thine the cross and crown thereof, 
America! 

Aid us, then, to sing thy worth: 

God hath builded, from thy birth, 

The first nation of the earth — 
America!” 


2. Song by the school ты America» 


3. Short paper, Riley's Patriotism. 


(Consult the poems in the group Poems of Patriotism 
and as many others as you can.) 


4. Recitation, “The Boy Patriot.” 
Vocal solo, “Тһе Messiah of Nations"... Sousa. 


Selections from poems read by the teacher. Read 
portions or the whole of the following: 
“Liberty.” 
“Soldiers Here To-Day.” 
“Тһе Quest of the Fathers.” 
“To the Boy with a Country.” 


7. Responsive exercises from Riley, “Who Bides His 
Time.” 


Teacher or older pupil: 


Who bides his time and day Ly day 
Faces defeat full patiently, 

And lifts a mirthful roundelay, 
However poor his fortunes be,— 
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10. 


Song, “Billy and His Drum"... 2 
School in concert, “A Perfect Prayer"... Riley. 


Class: 


He will not fail in any qualm 

Oí poverty—the paltry dime 

It will grow golden in his palm, 
Who bides his time. 


Teacher: 


Who bides his time—he tastes the sweet 
Of honey in the saltest tear; 
And though he fares with slowest feet, 


Class: 


Joy runs to meet him, drawing near; 

The birds are heralds of his cause; 

And like a never-ending rhyme, 

The roadsides bloom in his applause, 
Who bides his time. 


Teacher: 


Who bides his time, and fevers not 
In the hot race that none achieves, 


Class: 


Shall wear cool-wreathen laurel, wrought 
With crimson berries in the leaves; 
And he shall reign a goodly king, 
And sway his hand o’er every clime, 
With peace writ on his signet-ring, 

Who bides his time. 


An account of the Riley Ambulance. 


(Consult the daily newspapers of recent date.) 


Riley. 


America. 
„Riley. 


Sono by the School dG em 
Recitation, “Our Kind of a Man” ............ 


Short paper, Riley’s Love of Nature. 


(Mention some of the things the poet admires in 
nature, and prove your statements by lines from his 
poems. Mention some of the haunts tenderly spoken 


of by the poet.) 


Vocal solo, “There Is Ever a Song Somewhere.’ 


Recitation by the small children, “The Circus-Day 
Parade.” 


(Have the children act the parts as they recite the 
poem.) 


Selections from Riley’s dialect poems read by the 
teacher. Read one or more from the following: 


“Griggsby’s Station.” 

“Little Orphant Annie.” 

“Тһе Raggedy Man.” 

“Г” Got to Face Mother To-Day.” 


Program II 


7. Responsive exercise, “Let Something Good Be Said.” 


(Have each row or class recite a stanza, the whole 
school joining in the refrain.) 


8. Recitation, “Тһе Man in the Moon”... Riley. 

9. Vocal solo, “There Little Girl Don't Cry"... Sobieski. 

1057 Sons уе 5с 001 жа Ses Indiana. 
A SUGGESTION 


Encourage the older pupils to compose appreciative 
couplets or verses similar to the following: 


“Your songs like dews upon the grass 
Have brought a miracle to pass, 
To stud our lives with gems of thought, 
We love you for the songs you've brought.” 
From a school girl. 


Or, 


“When Riley-Day comes slippen' round 
And punkins ripe lay on the ground, 
I feel as if I'd like to send 
Some poetry to a dear old friend.” 


From a school boy to Mr. Riley on his birthday in October, 1913. 
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АУУАҮ 


І CAN not say, and I will not say 
That he is dead. —He is just away! 


With a cheery smile, and a wave of the hand, 
He has wandered into an unknown land, 


And left us dreaming how very fair 
It needs must be, since he lingers there. 


And you—O you, who the wildest yearn 
For the old-time step and the glad return,— 


Think of him faring on, as dear 
Іп the love of There as the love of Неге. 


FT. WAYNE PRINTING CO. FT. WAYNE. IND. 
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